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highly successful; the proceeds wiped off whatever
losses might have been incurred during the previous
season in London and generally provided means for the
campaign following at the Lyceum. This system,
though not without variants, of course, worked smoothly,
but its final success was based upon a frail foundation,
namely, the continuous good health of the great man
himself. All went well until that fatal night, igth of
December, 1896, when, after a performance of Richard
III, Irving fell down in his chambers in Grafton Street
and injured his knee.
His constant soul never wavered when confronted
with disaster* Indeed, his constancy was like the stars
in which he trusted. This element in his character,
combined with an instinctive courtliness of mind, was
expressed in a settled habit to which allusion has never
before I think been made. During the long associ-
ation of Irving with Miss Terry at the Lyceum he
never failed, each night, to carry to her dressing-room,
even when con tour,' an offering of flowers. The last
seven years brought him many a glorious demonstration
of the affection in which he was held both in America
and at home, and must indeed have given him comfort
in the grim fight he was waging against impaired health
and a dwindling treasury. These undermining factors
led to the loss of his beloved Theatre, and to a great extent
the loss of his 'following/ The increasing need of long
absences in America or the provinces in order to pay for
losses at the Lyceum undoubtedly affected the popularity
of the Theatre and gave opportunities for other ambitious
rivals to steal his thunder, however unable they were to
wield his bolts! The gallant fight went on for some
years. Without his Theatre, without his old staunch
health, he still fought on. No word of complaint, no
hint of defeat ever left his lips, nor do I think they ever
entered his mind. Like the indomitable Englishman
he was he never knew that he was beaten, and went
down with his flag flying. I think we can never look
upon his like again. The era he made glorious is closed.